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© 1HE WASHINGTON TOMES — ® % ™ e Wifionc! Dally ~ ® ~ ® ¥ SXTURDAY, JUNE %, ™ ;
" The Cushion of Sleep =~ | i . : This Day in Our History
\ THIS is the anniversary of the conclusion of a treaty

1 AQ;;QRDING to a medical authority, the passengers Vit Trivotl i, 4805, throngh: which (st trs
piratical country agreed to give up all American prison-

| ©" who are asleep when a railway collision occurs
. m most of the bad effects of shaking and concussion ’ “ers and to entirely abandon the demand for tribute.
- - vty

if they escape the more imminent danger of death.
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| Motion Pictures of This Splendid

~

A Dramatic Story of a Devoted Husband Who Discovers

' His Wife is in Love With Another Man and

5 Battles to Keep Her Love

mmmm-m-1

pieture by Coasmopolitan
under the masterly di-

of Albert Capellan! nnd is

as a Paramount pleture.

| By Gouverneur Morris

uthor of “His Daughter,” “When
‘My Bhip Comes In,” “The Scven
. Darlinga,” and Other
Notable Fiction.

~ “CHAPTER V.
TANA had her breakfast in bed

and sewed during most of
tbormgin[. At such times her

was the clearing-house for all
ily affairs and for her own personal
ones. Bither
and she was interviewing the cook
or the waltresgs; or the door was
shut and she was telephoning with
friends in the city. Manners came
'and went, but as Tam was nearly
always at his heels there were no
epportunities for really Intimate
conversation.

‘He had waked more sure than
.voi- that something specific was
troubling Diana; and the anger

hat he had felt against her was
all gone. She didn't look well,
even after her long sleep, and she
didn't look happy, and he couldn’t
keep his mind off her health and
her happipess.

Tam was a rea! nuisance that
morning, for her father's heart
waas not In the business of playing
and romping. But he did not wish
her to know this, and he forced a
galety which deceived no one but
Tam. By noon his nerves had been
brought 1o a fine edge, and It was
not till then that he had a few min-
utes alone with Diana. As on the
preceding night he seated himself
on the edge of her bed, and con-
templated her for quite a long time
without speaking. Diana made a
great many of her own clothes,

the” door was open’

The Story So Far

Frank Manners, an artist of
reputation, is doing - some work
for a rich woman in Californis.
He has always been devotedly at-
tached to his wife, Diana. He
reads over her letters of the last
few months and feels that she
is neglecting their small daugh-
ter. He decldes to go East with-
out letting Diana know before-
hand. On train he meets a hunter
who tella him a tale of a wild
EoOSe. When Manners arrives
home and finds Dlana is in town,
he goes to- thelr apartment.
There he meets Odgen Feen.
Later he and BPiana leave for
their country home. There he
greets Tam. He Is disappointed
In Diana and becomes angry at
her coldness, 1

and at the moment her eyes were
busy with the shirtwaist which she
had begun that morning, so that
thelr expression was hidden from
her husband.

“I think you might put that thing
dpwn and talk to me,” he said.

It will be remembered that Diana
had gone to slegp with’ her mind
filled with good resolutions. She
put down her work obedlently, and
with real sweetness of expression
looked up to meet her husband's
eyes, This time, cost what it might
—vyea, though she broke her heart
—ahe was §olng to keep those good
resolutlons, every one of them.

He should perhaps have kissed
her, told her not to be late for
lunch, and left her. But this |s
doubtful. Her nerves were on edge,
too. Perhaps it d4id not matter
much what he sald or did,

“I want to know what's wrong,
Diana.”

Her expression lost its sweetness
instantly.

“Why should anything be wrong ™

“I'm sure I don't know; but [
should like to, and also what it is."

She shrugged her shoulders, and
#he knew that If she was going to
keaep some of her good resolutions
she would have to break others,

“It isn't right for' you to keep
anything from me,” he sald,

“Oh, Frank,” she exclaimed,
“don't talk about right and duty.
Did T ever do anything right be-
cause It was right? If 1 ever do do
right it's because I want to.”

“You tell mie there is nothing
wrong,” sald Manners, “but I know
you much too well to belleve that,
On the whole, you are the most
truthful person I know, so that on
the’ few occasions when you have
attempted to deceive you have made
a perfect boteh of It.”

Diana couldn't help amiling at
this description of herself. It was
perfectly accurate..

“S80 1 know there's. something,™
he went on, “but I can't be sure
that you are ever golng to tell me
what It {8&. Won't you pleass tell
me, dear? Maybe I could do some-
thing to help?'~

“There Isn't anything,"” she sald,
And he knew that she was not tell-
ing the truth.

What Is Wrong.

“Have It your own way!" he ex-
claimed, with some temper. “But
you ought to remember that the
things I imagine will be & good
deal worse than what you could
tell me, if you only would, and show
A little consideration.”

“Frank,” she sald, “I have some
things to tell you, and I think you'll
be pleased., But it's time for me to
dress, and I'm not golug to tell
you now.,”

“All right, dear,
watch you dress?™

“l wish you wouldn't, Frank. It
makes me nervous.”

He sighed and went out obedi-
ently. There had been a time when

Can I stay and
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DIANA SHRINKS AT THE MERE THOUGHT OF FRANK’S COMING INTO HER ROOM

if in the course of twenty-four hours

he had not seen Diana In all stages

of dress and undress, she would have

felt slighted. The best picture he
had ever painted had been of Diana

without any clothes on at all. He
had painted it for the sheer love of
painting It. And then he had de-

sigoyed It

Hut it was good to know that the

things which she was going to tell
him would please him. And his
imagination began to feed on this
promise, leaping from small things
to great, until his breast was filled

Serial Will Be Shown Here Soon
At the Leading Theaters

with hopes of an exceeding rosiness. J

Hes had always believed that she
had a splendid character, and that
some time it would triumph over all
her faults and faflures, Perhaps

even now that bright hour was at .

hand,

The frost had begun to.come out
of the ground, and so they kept to
the macadamed roads. Diana had al-
ready teld him very brle.ﬂy. almost
sulkily, that she had made up her
mind to give more of her time to
Tam and to be economical. But she
did not say that jn all other ways
she had recolved to make him a bet-
ter wife. - ’ :

Her resolutions, indeed, were all
going to pleces under the pressure
of continuous jintrospection, and,
of course, Manners, whose hopes
had been so rosy, was disappointed.

“I wish you could say,” he said,
“that you were going to live my
lite—our life—a little more. You
are away from me so much with
people 1 hardly knoWw, and whom
I don't care two straws about, It
hurts me like the devil."”

Matter of Course.

“] thought we'd" settled all that
years ago.” .

“If doing things I beg you net to
do is settling them, why then we
did—years ago.”

They covered several
yards without speaking.

“Suppose, for instance,” sald Man-
ners, “you came back from a jour-
ney, and went to the apartment to
wait for me, and 1. burst in on
you with a perfectly strange lady.
You wouldn't like it. Even though
you dom't love me, you wouldn't
like it. But it's all right for you to

burst in on me with a strange man
in tow. And I'm supposed to take
ft as & matter of course. But I
don't—Iinside.”

“Nowadays,” sald Diana, “every
woman has her own friends.”

hundred

“Things might havé been better
for us,” he hinted darkly, “if you
hadn’t insisted on having vours.”

And he had one of those sharp
pangs of Jealousy which stfll ter-
mented him at timeés, though the

‘original cause of them had long

ceased (o exist.

“You -rode deliberately for the
first tumble,” he sald, “and ever
#ince you've been riding for another.
And when you get it you'll say that
it just happened and nobody ecould
help it, and I'll have to be contented
with that. It's fine that you ars
going to look after Tam better, and
be economical; but why not turn
tho/aew Ieaf all the way over? Live
our life, Diaoa, and be & real wi’s
to me!™
Declares Love for Diana.

All that he had sald seemed !0
pass from Diana like water from &
duck's back. And she made no =
ment. Manners, who in all X
had long been sorely tried by hev -
stubbornness and independence, be-
gan to lose his temper.

“Good Lord!” he exclaimed, "why
don't you divorce me, and then you
could go your own way, lamented ol
tourse, but unecriticized!” '

It was not the first time that ig
a crackle of temper he had madés
some such suggestion to. her: only
to be brought short up with an
“Oh, don't he silly!" But on the pre-
sent occasion Diana startied him
by saying: “And if I did—would
you let me have Tam?™

“I've loved you,” he sald quickly.
“I've been falthful to you, I've tak-
en care of you; now; just because
you are restless and bored with
your lot, you think you'd llke to

divoree me, and have Tam too. You
as much as declare in one breath
that you are no good and that you
are fit to bring up a child, If you
dldn’t manage to hurt me so lke
the devil, Diana, T could put back
my head and laugh.”

Copyright, 1918, International Magazine Os.

(Te Be Continued Monday.)
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FOR LOVE ™2

derfully cognizant of ;what a
‘bidegroom s supposed to do.
He, wah,- perhaps, too anxlous to do
evervithing expected of him. He was
(desperately afraid that he might
ifall short of the standard of per-

fection set up by tradition and gen-
erationa of bridgegrooms. He had

Pmm hnd proved himself. won-

loaded Eva with presents. He had
Eiven her a moat expensive
diamend ring, ahd was surprised

that she #still wore the ona he had
first given her

“It's such a shabby old thing,” he
protested,

“1 like it best—I always shall,”
she told him.

Mrs. Winterdick was glving her
much talked about dinner party
two nights before the wedding.

Philip's best man was coming,
snd an aunt from whom he was
supposed to have prospects, and
everyhody whom Mrs. Winterdick
congldered anybody at all.

“I shall be terribly nervous,'
Eva told Philip.

He laughed.

“% .want you. to meet Calligan.
You'll like him--besides, you must
know who's to be best man before
the actual day.” "

He was getting quite Interested
and exclted himeelf,

a had helped him considerably
during the past fortnight. She was
not In the least exacting.

“That girl will be a real pal to
you as wall as a wife, my love,” his
father said to him once in a

nt of {lluminstion, and Philip

t.a sudden warmth at his heart.

“Of course, he did not love her,
Bt he was fond of her, and he re-
spected her more than anyone he
had ever met, He was quite sure
that they would get along admir-
ably together

.

He had dri¥en over to bring a
,.t'oh of presenta that had
arrived the previous night, and
he and she were standing at the

front door. Phillp was just going
—he had such a deuce of a lot to
40 before the evening, he said, It

Permanent
Promoted by Cuticura

p was the night of the dinner party,

and Eva was a little flushed with
nervousness and excitement already.

“I do hope Mr. Calligan will like
me!” she sald suddenly,

She knew that Calligan was Phil-
ip's greatest friena.

“Of course he will,” Philip as-
sured her. “And you'll like him, too
~—he's a fine fellow. I've known him
all my life.”

He looked at her, and a sudden
thrill 6f pride swept through him,
She was 80 soon.to be his wife, and
fha looked prettier this afternoon
than he had ever seen her before.
Her eyes were like stars and her
face radiant with happineas,

He took a step toward her impul-
sively,

“Shall I come over and feteh you
this evening?’ he asked, with a
curious note In his voice. “I shan't
gee you by myself all the evening—
with all those people ™ere. I can
drive over In the car. Mr, and Mrs,
Dennison won't mind.” He was a
little agitated and embarrassed.
“Would you like me to?" he asked,
rather breathlessly.

But there was no need for her to
answer, Her eyes were anawer
enough. Phillp caught her hand and
held it hard for a moment; then he
turned away,

“I shall come at half-past six.,” he
maid.

She gave a little ery. “Half-past
six—but dinner isan't till eight.”

“I know—but 1 want to talk to
you.”

He drove off feéling happler than
he had done for weeks. Things were
going to be all right, after all

He had slowed the car a little to
turn out of the gate, and as he did
#0 a glirl darted back just in time to
avold being knocked ower. It was
Kitty/ Arlington.

If ‘the engine of young Winter-
dick's car had not, by some unkind
freak of fortune, stopped at that
moment he would just have ralsed
his hat and driven on; but as it was
the car came to n standstill just
outside the gate, bringing its driver
exaotly abreast with ths girl on the
path,

S8he was looking very cool and
dainty, as she always did, in a pals
blue frock and a shady hat, and her
little feet shod in the trimest of
high-heeled shoen,

Young Winterdick's heart gave a
traltorous thump as he Jooked at
her. It was Impossible to avoid
speech as he clambered out of his
seat to reatart the engine.

“Awfully hot, isn't it?"
nervously.

“T like the heat'” The blus syes
met his rather wistfully, Thers waa
a little silance. Philip had twice
tried to start the car and falled to
accomplish his object. He laughed
In embarrassment; he waa rather
red in the face. Kitty watched him
sllently,

In her mind she was comparing
him with Peter Dennison, and Peter
suffered by the contrast.

He was only a stripling =till, slim
and bovishly bullt, wheareas Philip
was muscular and broad-shouldered

ha msald

HE RHYMIN
t OPTIMIST

By Aline Michaelis
A Mistake.
DOLLY BMITHERS was a won-

der, with the most entranring
oyes, and she smashed hearts

right in sunder, rousing storme of
tears and sighs. She was fine In
tragic acting, she was splendid In
burlesque; she could take roles
most exacting, for her type was
Plekfordesque. No, no manager
had sald it, but her friends had
told . her so, and she gave them
ampls credit, though not one “ad
run a show. None had ever picked
the winner for a Wiorence Ziegfeld
cast, but they said, for a beginner,
she had all the rest outelas:ed.
80 she spent her days in dancing
and in learning how to move til)

she had no time for glancing at
the washtub or the stove. She
took courses In expression (folks
could hear her rave for blocks),
and her highest prized possescion
was & well-filled make-up box. S~
what wonder' little Dolly did not
care for scrubbing floors and grew
Flum and melancholy wher ‘ther
told her, “Do the chores!” Dolly's
soul was ever moaring whare the
lights of Broadway lie, and of
course she thought it boring whem
she had to bulld a ple. So she
strove for many seasons to make
headway in her art, but thers were
a flock of reasons why she never
Eot a part. For in truth our prefty
Dolly had her talents asized up
wrong, and it was the height of
folly to indulge in ddnce or song,
for her voice was truly rotten and
the family next door had to stuff
their sars In cotton till her practieo
hour was o'er. Hear the rlimex
of our story, pitiful and very
strange: Dolly's only chance for
glory was the good old kitchen
range. For the ples that she in-
vented were a blessing and Aelight,
they'd make grouches grow eon-
tented, give dyspeptics patite.
There are far too many llys in
each neighborhood I know who are
aching for the Follies when they
should be mixing dough!

THE OBSERVING
WOMAN

NEAR TRAGEDY.

It was the sort of shop that Dick-
ens would have loved—a tiny, clut-
tered place, full of odds and ends,
from papers and magasines to toys
for children and smokes for men,
The Woman had stopped for a cur-
rent Atlantic and was walting for
change, when a little girl eame in
for an evening paper. In friendly
wisa the dingy old man behind the
counter leaned mcross to ask ao-

ORE ' THROAT s
very frequently of

Heed Danger Signals

By Brice Belden, M. D.

significant,

iliness to
come, and when the condition

seems to be severe or chronic the

doector should be consulted. In
cases where children
A dry and more or less sore throat
morning after morning the cause
may lie in the presence of adenoids,

When a
sore throat that makes swallowing

a very painful operation and ssems
to have a slight or moderate fever,
the throat should be examined for
If the surface |s
the

apots or ulcers
merely red, or aven very red,
condition is probably not serious
Gargling with peroxide of hydro-

complain of
dicate serious

a slight soresess may be Accompa-
ried by the gray-white
child. complains of ‘a swallen
sible diphtheria.

with yellow spots and the
ferls more, we have tonsilitis, and,
although this
very serious condition,
should be called in, a2 neglect may
result in rheumatic infection,

TAKE CARE OF THE SORE THROAT.

gen and lime water in equal pro-
porttons will relleve the pain. If,
however, the throat symptoms are

accompanied by a high fever and
vomiting, the case may be one of
scarlet fever and the doctor should
be sent for Immediately.

Sore throat may at any time in-
infection, and ewven

flm and
glands indlcating a pos-
When afe covered
throat

the tonsils

is not as a rule a
the AdAoctor

Siyl ish Paris Gowns

Figured taf-
feta comes
as a happy
varlant of
the change-
able toned
taffeta that
has been used
g0 generally
in Paris this
season, and
gray as a
back ground
for large ma-
genta roses,
in the gown
at tho left, is
good. Three
especially
narrow strapas
of gray taf-
feta take the
place of a

———

ADVICETOTH
LOVELORN

By Beatrice Fairfax

A PUZZLED ADMIRER.
DEAR MISS FAIRFAX:

BOUT six months ago I was In
A troduced to a young lady

whom 1| had become greéatly at-

tached, and 1 know she reciprocated
my affections In order to see her it
was necessary for me to call at her
girl friend's house, always making my
calls on her invitation.

Hecently she has been . (1L 1
thought It bold to call without In-
vitation, and wrote her a Ilelter,
saying that 1 would like to call on
her if she gave me her permission.
She answered my letter with the
kipdeat of words, but did not an-
Awer my request to call on her,

Will you kindly advise me If 1
should call te see her, regardless
of the invitation, as 1 believe It
would appear to her as though I
were staying AWAY on my own Ac-
cord, FJ

You might send her some flowers
or take them to her yourself, and
if she can see you no doubt she
will be glad to do seo,

A GOOD TEST.
LEAR MISS FATRFAX:

I am twenty-three years old and
in love with a young man twelve
yvears my senior. I met him about
a year ago. BShortly after, he told
me that he was & married man, t
geiting a divorece which would take
about three years Lo become abso-
lute. He is a very nice man and
seamingly it Is not his fault that all
this trouble arose, but rather the
unsuitableness of their natures. He
seems to care A great deal for me,
and I belleve would make a good
husband, even If he is some little
older than myself.

Am I doing right in keeping him
as a swestheart, and would happl-
ness probably result If we shbuld
marry? E. F. B.

There I8 no reason why you
should not ba happy If you really
and truly love sach other, and a
three-year wait should be a good
test.

ORE PRIZE CA
RECIPES

SPICR CAKE,

14 oup of butter,

1% cup of sugar,

Yolks of 8 egEe.

1 eup of milk.

8 oups of flour,

3 teaspoons of baking powder,

1 teaspoon each of alaplos, cloves,
cinnamon.

Cream butter and sugar thor-
oughly, add esggs and milk, w»ift
baking powder and flour together,
then add and stir In splecss. Bake
tn three tins In modaratea ovan,
gover with white (rosting, mads
from the whites of 8 eggs and
powderad sugar only.-—Mre. Maod
MeDonald, 302 MolLean -avenus

When a Girl Marries

AN ABSORBING SERIAL OF EARLY WEDDED LIFE.

By Ann Lisle

“ GOT hers in spite of them,

I and It's ad T am to sea

you looking so well,” whia-

pered Bertha cautiously, as she

Iaid the icebag against my throat

“Now, listen and I'll be talking
fast,

“There's a man been telephoning
every day apd asking to speak to
you. - I can't make out mothing from
his voice—nothing at all"”

“Then you don't know who it Is
that telephones,” I sald wearily.
“Well, there's oneo thing I wish
you'd do at once. Please telephons
Mr. Hyland that I want to see him
this evening without fail.”

Bertha's [face crimsoned. She
opened her mouth to spéak, closed
it again, flung her apron over har
bhead and rushed from the room,
bumping Into the nurse, who was
just entering as Bertha mads her
hasty exit,

Miss Rathbun rushed by Bertha
and came to my side with an air
of anxiety which made her mors
gentle than I've ever seen her.

“What was that stupid woman
saying - to excite you,” ashe de-
manded. “You can see for yourself

that doctor’'s right when he forblds
you to have visitors

“You're very anxious,” T replied,
watching har coldly. “By the way,
Miss Rathbun, did you come to me
at the same time the doctor dld?
I was too siok to notice™

*“Why, no,” sald she, eyeing me
strangely. “Doctor sant for me
afterwards ™

“How?"* 1 demanded.

“Why, my dear, an automobils
came-for me and brought me hera.
I might as well tell you that 1 al-
ways take care of Dr.
cases. We are—we have—well, I
suppose you might c¢all us en-
'.: " Bhea simpared & bit and
added aggressively, “He doesn't
want me to say anything about it
because most women like an un-
married, unattached dooctor.

“Walt a minute, Miss Rathbun”
I interrupted. “You have my good
wishes, but I'm mot the least bit in
the world Interestad in your doctor.
I don't want him to take any per-
sonal interest In me. 1 just want
him to get ms well—to gat me back
on my feet agaln and that he

Norman's"

seeme determined not to deo. Can
1" you tell me why?"
Her face crimsoned and her

\zoine shook as she replied:

“How can you say such a thing?
Of course he wouldn't let yon run
any unnecessary risks after hav-
ing such a terrible throat and tak-

ing the anti-toxin and all. But he
isn't keeping you in bed a day
longer than I8 necessary. Don't

you insinuate such a thing about
my Roger."

“Aren’'t you exciting your patient
a little?™ I asked coldly.

It was clear to me that nothing
was to be gained by cross-question-
ing Miss Rathbun.

1 counted on testing my strength
when Miss Rathbun went down to
supper.

Presantly, however, Miss Rath-
bun made a discouraging announce-

“My patient Is so much stronger
that I'm going to let her sit up for
supper and we'll have & nice little
party tagether,” sald she,

“Oh, then, you'll have to let Ber-
tha know~"1 began ecagerly. “Why
don't you get me up now and then
go down and tell her to bring up
both trays?

“Doctor told her,” smiled Misn
Rathbun, as if reading my thoughts
“She resents any orders from me."”

“If I'm strong enough to sit up,
surely I'm strong enough to see
my sistera”™ 1 persisted.

Miss Rathbun stirred uneasily.

“We'll sse—tomorrow. Now, dear,
the thing to do ig te get you u
for the last rays of sunlight an
all comfy before the tray comes.”

Hardly had this been accom-
plished when Bertha and the wait--
ress appeared carrving two large
trays. As mine was put down be-
fore me, I noticed a letter in unfa«
miliar handwriting.

“Miss Rathbun,” 1 sald quisetly,
“pleasa don't reprove Bertha for
bringing me my maill. She takes
her directions from Mrs. Dalton,
not from Dr., Dalton.

Mias RathBum handed me the let-
ter, shaking her head In puzzlement
as ghe acquiesced with my demand.
Then Bertha, her eyes shining with
A& queer glitter, announced:

“The same man which phones
every day called up again Just now,
ma'am, and sald they'd be a letter
from him, and please to ses you
got 1t

‘“That Bertha,” 1 replied
Eravely.

(To Be Continued Tueaday.)
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